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A GROW AND HIS THREE FRIENDS.
CHAPTER I.
IN tlie branches of a great tree, in a forest in India, Kved a wise old crow in a very comfortable, well-built . nest. His wife was dead, and all his children were getting their own living; so he had nothing to do but to look after himself. He led a very ^asy existence, but took a great interest in the affairs of his neighbours. One day, popping his head over the edge of his home, he saw a fierce-looking man stalking along, carrying a stick in one hand and a net in the other.
" That fellow is up to some mischief, I'll be bound/* thought the crow: " I will keep my eye on him/* The man stopped under the tree, spread the net on the ground; and taking a bag of rice out of his pocket, he scattered the grains amongst the meshes of the net. Then he hid himself behind the trunk of the tree from which the crow was watching, evidently intending to stop there and see what would happen. The crow felt pretty gore that thek stranger had designs against birds, and that the stick had some-, thing to do with the matter. He was quite1 right;